A Moment

You stand there blindfolded and helpless; your wrists restrained by the rope tied overhead, your ankles attached to the spreaderbar. Your nipples throb with the sting of the clover clamps... such sweet agony. The chain from your hypersensitive nipples is held between your lips. I kiss your mouth, causing the chain to tighten, making your nipples stretch and scream with sensation—pleasure, causing pain, causing pleasure. You moan into my mouth and I bite your lower lip. I then bite your neck for good measure—a sign of ownership.
I pull away and step behind you. The swish of the flogger brings stings to each bottom cheek. Then the flogger changes direction and swings upward cutting between your legs, biting at your cunt lips. Again and again its cruel sweet kisses caress you. You moan and try to step away, but have no escape from what is coming next. Each attempt to move causes the chain to sway and pull at your abused nipples. You think you cannot stand another moment of this sweet torture, and want to say the safeword, but then it stops. My fingers caress your cleft and roughly enter you. "You are very wet, slut... you must like this. I think you need some more.” 

"Please, Sir." My wet fingers leave your cunt and enter your anus, preparing you for another kind of play. You shiver with the thought of it—and the fear of it. First times are always to be feared. But perhaps I am only toying with you—just another mind fuck.
“Are you begging for more or are you begging me to stop? There’s only one way to tell.” And it continues because I want it to, because I can, and because it must. “Wriggle and wiggle, my pet, it adds to my enjoyment of you.”
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